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CHARIVARIA. 

Tue White Star liner Majestic on 
a recent voyage curried a shipment 
of 4,500,000 British eggs to New 
York. This confirms the report that 
a Presidential election is impending. 

* * 


* 

The Ezpress has published an 
article on ‘‘ The Effects of a Foreign 
Tariff on British Fish.’’ We cannot 
help thinking, how- ——--— 
ever, that only a 
few exceptionally in- 
telligent fish take 
any interest in the 
question. 


couRT, in a speech at 
Rawtenstall, threat- | 
ened to swamp the | 
Lords with Liberal | 
peers. It is thought 
that the fees which 
the Government's 
supporters would be 
willing to pay for 
the distinction might 
be sufficient to make | 
Old-age Pensions a | 
possibility. | 
* * 


i hb ¥. Han. | 
| 


* 

In the new issue of | 
Who’s Who three | 
members of the pre- 
sent Cabinet give 
Shooting as_ their 
favourite diversion, 
while a fourth men- 
tions that he is a 
Boxer. The Suffra- 
gettes declare, how- 
ever, that they are 
not to be intimidated. 

* * 


which Mr. Justice 
Eve sat in the Hall | 
of Lincoln’s Inn the 
rain suddenly poured | 


| 
x 
On the first day on | 


through the roof. | 
““Dear me!”’ his 
lordship is said to | 
have exclaimed. | 





Small Boy (anxiously). ‘On, Pa, I've SWALLOWED SOME WATER ! 


Society to enlarge their grounds is 
hailed with satisfaction on all sides, 
the extension being much needed. It 
is not, we believe, generally known 
that the reason why the public is not 
allowed to feed the inmates at pre- 
sent is that, owing to lack of space, 
any increase in the girth of the 
animals has to be carefully avoided. 
* + 


The rage for Lilliputian dogs con- 











HIS FIRST SWIM. 





WILL THEY MIND?” 


continues to attraet attention: There 
is one point, however, upon which 
the book, curiously enough, does not 
touch. We refer to the great age to 
which Ballet Girls live, a fact that 
is constantly commented on by 
visitors to the Music Halls. 





NEW NAMES FOR OLD: 


Tue American Government, con- 
sidering that its 
Indian wards would 
get on much better 
without their poly- 
syllabic names, re- 
cently entrusted Dr. 
EastTMaN, a2 full- 
blooded Sioux who 
graduated at Dart- 
mouth College, with 
the task of bringing 
these cumbrous titles 
into consonance with 
modern require- 
ments. According 
to The Daily 
Chronicle Dr. East- 
MAN has now returned 
from the Pine Ridge 
Reservation, Dakota, 
after giving new 
names to nearly 
80,000 Sioux Indians, 
titles such as 
** Afraid - of - a - war,”’ 
‘‘ Rain - in - the - 
face,’’ <{* Big - black - 
raven - with - the - 
white -eyes’’ having 
been turned into plain 
JoH N, CHARLES, 
WaLtTer, ete: 

We understand 
that Dr. Eastman, 
with a view to restor- 
ing the balance be- 
tween the Old World 
and the New, medi- 
tates a visit to Eng- 
land, where he hopes 
to induce our leading 
celebrities to sub- 
stitute the  pictur- 
esque nomenclature 








‘‘This is as bad as 
the Garden of Eden! ”’ 
* * 


- 

Preparations for a great London 
pageant are now being made. It is 
suggested that each district shall 
contribute from its midst the per- 
formers for one or other of the epi- 
sodes, and we hear that there is keen 
rivalry between the New Cut and 
Notting Dale for the honour of pre- 
senting an incident in the career of 
Jack SHEPPARD. 

* * 


* 
The decision of the Zovlogical 


tinues, and the latest fashion among 
smart women, we hear, is to wear 
half-a-dozen of the priceless mites 
dangling from a chatelaine. 


A little while ago there was a dis- 
cussion in the columns of a contem- 
porary as to which is the pluckier 
sex. Looking at the hats which the 
ladies are wearing to-day we think 
there can now be no doubt. 


M. MeTCHNIKOFF’S interesting 
work on ‘‘ The Prolongation of Life ”’ 








of the Red Man for 
their own bald and unconvincing ap- 
pellations. Thus :— , 

Artuur.—T wo-headed-nightingale- 
who-sits-on-the-fence. 

Joun (Burns). — Boanerges-of- 
Battersea. 

Luitv. — Protector-of-Suffragettes. 

Avoustine. — Afraid - of - a - cow. 
Laughter-on-all-occasions. 

Marz. — Little-white-swan-chant- 
ing - sorrowful - songs-for-great-black- 
spirit. 

Hati.—Red-head-with-three-legs. 

Haroip.—Caine-in-the-face. 
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SHORTER IN EGYPT. 
A Lirerary Diary. 
Dec. 5.—1 am going to Egypt, 


and have little time to read any 


books other than those that refer to 


that country. This is very rough on 
English authors and publishers, par- 
ticularly on the remaining new illus- 
trated editions of Alice in Wonder- 


land which I have still omitted to 


call perfect; but it cannot be helped. 
Perhaps I can make up for lost 


'They evidently know who I am. 
Probably they read The Sphere. 
Dec. 8.—I cannot make sure how 
I havé been recognised, for when I 
asked the captain this morning how 
he liked my literary letter in The 
Sphere, he replied that he had never 
noticed that it contained anything 
but pictures. No matter; I have no 
doubt that now and then Mr. Wi1- 
LIAM DE Moraan has had his rebuffs 





too. ~ Mr. WituraAm pe Moraan, I 


time on German! Then I might be 
exchanging delightful badinage with 


| these swarthy denizens of the storied | 
past, instead of which I have to| 


make all my remarks through Coox’s 
interpreter. But what a country! 
Shades of Josern and Potipnar and 


‘all the Puaraons, and Cassar and | 
CLEOPATRA and the Pronemies! I1/| 


lay awake all night thinking of 
Pasut and Cneorps and Ramesses I!?.; 
and this nuit blanche reminds me 





opportunities on my _ return. 
Meanwhile I am going to Egypt, 
and have therefore just finished 
reading an easy primer of the 
Egyptian tongue; The Encyclo- 
pedi . Britannica article on 
Egypt; The Sphinz’s Lawyer, 
by the brilliant Praxk Danpy; 
Bonaparte in Egypt, by Haat 
A. Browne; Joun Roberts on 
Pyramids; Mattnew ARNoLp's 
Mycerinus; Dr. lopertson 
Nicott’s Ramleh Remarks, 
and a (Guide to Cromer. I 
naturally have many criticisms 
to pass on all these works, but 
there is no time. 

Dec. 6.—I go to Egypt in 
the new steamer, the Helio- 
polis. Being anxious to see 
the literature that would be 
provided on the journey, I 
readily accepted to-day the 
invitation of the chief librarian 
of Goovie’s Library to see the 
books being bound for that} 
great = ship. A wonderful 
equipment it is. Here were 
900 or 1,000 volumes in Eng- 
lish, French and German—a 
large number of them with 
an Egyptian atmosphere. I 
shall probably read them all 
before we sight the Pharos at 
Alexandria. All these books 
are bound in an attractive red 
leather. They will make a fine 
library, although not, of course, 
so fine as mine, for there are no | 
autograph copies among them. | 
Now I have several books with 
Mr. Tuomas J. Wise’s auto- 
graph, for example, which are + 
naturally priceless. 

Dec. 7.—On board the Heliopolis 
(from Helios, the sun, and polis, a 
city; meaning literally the City of 
the Sun). I have had considerable 
difficulty in getting into my state- 
room on account of the packing-cases 
of books which absolutely filled it. 
We had at last to effect an entrance 
through a port-hole. After some 
hours of steady application I read a 
pathway through the volumes, and 
now all is comfort and luxury. The 





officers and sailors are most polite. | 





CHRISTMAS PEACE. 


A PESSIMISTIO FORECAST OF THE WAITS IN THE 
AirsHip AGE. 


\ 


how infinitely superior is Rack- 
HAM'’s White Knight to his mic- 
Victorian predecessor. 

Dec. 14.—The Sphinx at 
last! Never do I remember a 
face so fraught with mystery; 
never do I remember having 
had before to give up a conun- 
drum. Yet if Qpipvs Rex 
could not guess it, how should 
1? (I do hope I have got my 
facts right; but of course I 
don't feel so safe in the pre- 
Bronté period.) I wonder, by 
the way, what the Sphinx— 
the Red Queen of Egypt—read. 
And the Puaraons lying for 
ever beneath those massive 
piles of stone, what did they 
read? Oh to have been at 
Alexandria before the fire! To 
have been librarian, or even an 
under-librarian in that great 
temple of perusal, would have 
been happiness enough for me. 
““ What—my donkey will catch 
cold if I don’t move? Oh, 
all right’’—thus does the in- 
sistent present ruin the day- 
dreams of the muser. But at 
least I have done letters one 
good turn. I have bribed my 
donkey-boy to change the name 
of my steed from  Ju.ord 
Kitchener to Joseph Vance. 





“So far, the record is held by a pen 
of white Wyandottes, which has laid 
6 eggs in the month. Its nearest 
rival is a pen_of buff Pivmouth Rocks, 
which h..s laid exact!y 131 eggs.” 
Daily Mail. 
This word ‘“‘exactly’’ just 
shows upon what a little a good 








and eccentric mathematician, greatly 
addicted to Spherical Trigonometry, 
and not altogether unlike Lewis 
CarrRoLtL (the Reverend CHARLES 
LutwipGe DopGson) in tempera- 
ment, which reminds me that I have 
never seen such admirably illustrated 
books as all the new Alices, so vastly 
superior to poor TENNIEL. 

Dec. 11.—Egypt at last. I am all 
among the Egyptians. How foolish 
of me not to have learned Egyptian 





sooner, instead of wasting so much 


story depends. Another egg 


|might add, is the son of a famous|either way, and the whole savour of 


the jest would have been lost. 


“Always fortunate in its speakers, the 
Hamilton Mossgiel Burns Club may yet be 
said to have ‘struck ile’ in securing a popular 
orator and authority on Burns to propose ‘ The 
Immoral Memory.’ ”—Ilamilton Advertiser. 

This seems to give us the club at 
its happiest. 


Commercial Candour. 
‘The F—— Cigar, for which 12 
gold medals have been awarded, 
price 3d. each,”’ 
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OUT OF THE BILL. 


[The Management of Drury Lane Theatre proposes to dispense with the Harlequinade in this year’s Pantomime.) 
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AIRS OF AN EXILE. 
A Curistmas Greetixne rrom Los ANGELES. 
Now snores the squirrel in his native hole, 
In some old oak-whereon the dead leaves flutter; 
Now chirps. the sparrow from the frosted bole, 
llouting. the drifts that pile his favourite gutter, 
One eye alert for cats and-one for cast-off bread-and- 
butter. ua 
Now heaves the Jehu hig divinest jape, 
Conscidus of tips his > Se Sage 5 engender; 
Now seedy bank-clerks starve themselves to scrape 
A paltry surplusage ef legal tender, - 
ee Christmas gifts from screws incomparably 
slender. 


Now mak their mute appeal from poulterers’ shops 
Those mammoth turkeys, primest of their species; 
Now the bazaars are piled with patent tops, 
And Teddy bears and lambs with woolly fleeces, 
Air-guns for horrid boys, and: dolls for favourite female 
nieces, 7 


Christmas is come! A thousand puddings stand 
Hallowéd, superb, upon the kitchen “dresser; 
| Dyspeptie-celibates im clubs demand. 
toast goose (ye gods!), and» WitLyum answers 
** Yes, sir.”’ 
And (strange!) Hygeia overlooks these indiscretions, 
bless’ her ! 


That yOung-old man ; behold him from afar, 
| With white fur cap and twinkling eyes thereunder ; 
Tall reindeer harnessed to his glittering car, 
And in the boot his aneient stores of wonder, 
For dim eyes to grow moist above and tiny hands to 
plunder. 


Watch the eld fellow, what sly, arts he employs 
To send owf sullen spirits up like rockets, 
Till crusty gentlemen that loathe small. boys 
Fumble for shillings in their waistcoat pockets, 
| And grim old maids make tearful gifts of chains and 
treasured lockets. 


And we that speak, on Memory’s ringing sleigh 
Borne by swift thoughts across thé leagues that sever, | 
Come after him; then render us, we pray, 
tough greeting such as loyal men endeavour 
Who shake their old friend’s hand and cry, ‘‘ What! 
Tompkins? Well, I never! ”’ 


Here, where the sun shines and the roses blow 
Through mild mid-winters, come no indications 
Of Christmas, save Gorgonio’s crown of snow, 
And colder nights, and paste-board intimations 
(Eight cents to pay) of kind regards from overlooked 
relations. 


Here are no snow-flakes on the lesser hills, 
No pleasant snooze before the glowing embers 
Prior to tew and toast, no fogs, no chills, 
| No skating parties such as one remembers, 
| ‘No pantomimes that made us laugh in dead-and-gone 
Decembers. 


But still (pro forma) on the actual day 
Our groaning board is decked with alien holly; 
Still we contrive in just the good old way 
To laugh and joke and be extremely jolly, 
| While Yon brings in the goose and grins—'’ Him 





loasted fine, by golly! ’’ 


Then as we sip a fine young native port, 

We swap old yarns of haunts we once frequented, 
Those favourite golf-links, that sublime resort 

For fine old ale, of wondrous digs we rented, 

Of college orgies once enjoyed and afterwards repented. 


And visions pags before our torpid gaze, 
Each one a shaft from Memory’s poignant quiver— 
Snow-powdered hedgerows of the country ways, 
The drifting lights upon the fog-bound river, 
Till starting up we cry, ‘‘ That goose! I knew ‘twould 
touch my liver! ”’ 


Thus do we strive to keep your memory green, 
Our countrymen, and annually do you 
Some little honour, in that we have been 
Honotired ourselves because of old we knew you. 
Anothef year has passed: then here ’s a merry Christmas 
to you! ALGOL. 





INEXPENSIVE GIFTS. 


At this season of the year most of us are faced by the 
problem: of how to afford the greatest possible pleasure at 
the smallest possible expense. Below are some sugges- 
tions for useful and acceptable Christmas gifts at a low 

rice. 

, It is always difficult to think of something suitable for 
aman. If, perchance, he be a smoker, the trouble is 
less than if he be not. A very useful gift to the smoker 
would be a good supply of matches. - It would raise him 
above his fellows, for at present a smoker with matches 
of his own is practically non-existent. Twelve boxes can 
be purchased for three-halfpence, and for an outlay of a 
shilling or eighteen-pence a gift of imposing dimensions is’ 
possible. Don’t buy a silver matchbox, as he has one. 

Tobacco is also most useful to a smoker. A nice dark 
kind can be bought at 3}d. per ounce. A good method 
is to purchase half-a-pound, take it from its wrappings, 
loosen it out so that it occupies as much space as possi- 
ble, and then re-pack in a nice white sheet of paper, 
tying with a piece of pale blue ribbon. An added joy will 
come to the giver in that this gift is as likely as anything 
to cure the smoker of his bad habit. 

To a man who does not smoke, writing material is 
generally useful. A dainty present can be made of a 
dozen lead-pencils, which can be purchased for 24d. Cut 
each pencil into three, making the pieces of a right size 
for the waistcoat pocket. Then ascertain the colour of 
the clothes worn by the person to whom the present is to 
be made, and paint the pencils with a harmonising shade 
of Aspinall’s enamel. Ink too is always acceptable by 
the writing man. Purchase a twopenny bottle. As the 
glass of the bottle will probably be coarse, and will lack 
the dainty appearance which a present should have, 
obtain a small cut-glass scent bottle with a little scent 
left in it. Pour the ink into the scent bottle, shake well, 
tie with pink ribbon, and there for a trifling outlay is a 
novel and at the same time useful present. 

A pair of gloves never comes amiss to a lady. They 
can be bought at prices from 1s. O}d. per pair. A dainty 
packet of pins will be given by the shopkeeper instead of 
the odd farthing, if desired. If any doubt is entertained 
that inexpensive gloves will be welcome, buy them two 
sizes too small, and the pretty compliment thus paid will 
amply atone for poor quality. 





“Tt is proposed to manufacture gun-cotton explosives, a number of 
patients having been acquired.” — Manchester Guardian. 


Where is your ‘‘ Brown Dog ’’ now? 
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DANGER OF A LITTLE LEARNING. 


(At a French Restaurant in Soho.) 


Bertie (affected by Continental atmosphere). ‘‘ WELL, 1F I Don’T SEE YOU AGAIN, AU REVOIR!” 








“TEDDY” AND THE CROWNED 
HEADS. 

Accorpina to the New York cor- 
respondent of The Daily Telegraph, 
it is generally believed in Washing- 
ton that when President RoosEvELT 
leaves the White House he will 


make a world-tour, calling upon} 


every monarch in Europe :— 

“At luncheon recently, it is reported, Mr. 
Roosevelt intimated to Baron Speck von Stern- 
burg, the German Ambassador, that he intended, 
on retiring from the Presidency, to call upon 
his Imperial master. ‘Specky, when I get off 
the. job, I am going over to see your boss,’ is 
the precise phrase attributed to the American 
President, whose informal Yankee methods of 
expression greatly amused his Excellency. Mr. | 
Roosevelt and the Baron, be it recalled, are! 
great personal friends, and in the meetings on 
the lawn-tennis courts last summer at the 
White House the President, as I have men-| 
tioned before in The Daily Tclegraph, not 
infrequently called the Ambassador ‘ Specky.’ | 
It is, of course, a distinct score for a diplomat | 
to achieve such friendly relationship with a| 
Democratic President, and it will be no disad- | 
vantage, from our standpoint here, when Mr. | 
Bryce, the British Ambassador at Washington, | 


'on the Crowned Heads of Europe, | gether, and savoured of the extremist 
we are in a position to state, has|Socialism. He sincerely hoped that 
lbeen immediate, intense and acute.|Mr. Rooskve.t would reconsider his 
Prince Buetow, in an interview with|intention, or, at all events, content 
the representative of the Frankfiirter| himself with styling the Tsar “‘ Little 
Zeitung, and replying to the question| Father,’’ in which case the Tsar 
‘What would be the result if Mr.|might possibly retaliate by addres- 
RoosEvELT were to address the|sing him as ‘‘ Big Brother.’’ 

Katser as ‘ Bitt’?”’ said that he Prince OLar, who was interviewed 








|always preferred discussing concrete 
facts to hypothetical contingencies. 
But if Mr. Roosevett persisted in 
the intention which was attributed to 
him, he (Prince Burtow) would not 
be answerable for the consequences. 
There was an old proverb to the 
effect that a cat might look at a 
king, but it was a far cry from that 
to an ex-President addressing an 
Emperor by his Christian name. 

A similar question having been 
put to the Russian Premier by the 
Novoe Vremya, M. Stoiyprn returned 
a guarded reply. For the President 
of the United States, while he was 
still President, to address the German 
Ambassador as “ Specky’’ was one 


shall be known to Mr. Roosevelt as ‘James,’ | thing; for him when no _ longer 


” 


or even plain ‘ Jim. 


President to address the Tsar as 


on his return to Norway by several 
distinguished journalists, said that 
|he couldn’t prevent Mr. Rooseve.t 
ifrom calling him ‘‘ Oxar,’’ but that 
Ihe had not the slightest intention 
lof calling him ‘‘ Teppy ’’ in return. 
'We understand that the Prince of 
Asturias has resolved to assume a 
similar attitude of reserve. 








An official of the L.B. and 8.C.R: 
is reported in The Daily Mail as 
saying: 

“There are indications that the number of 
people spending London ont of town at country 
resorts will be far larger than in previous 
years.” 

On the other some of the best 
\people are spending the country at 





The effect of this announcement!‘ Nicky ’’ was another matter alto-| Streatham. 
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THE REAL REALISM. 





[A correspondent of The Daily Chronicle writes with reference to the proposed statuary group on the Constitution Hill Arch that it 
‘ raises anew the question of the impropriety of erecting sculptured representations of the-human figure, as well as of animals generally, in 


positions which they could not or would not occupy naturally.”’} 

















singer and her wonderful F in alt. 
| that everyone 's raving about. This 
was the answer he got: ‘‘Oh, I’m 
}ashamed to say I haven’t heard her, 
\in Alt or any other opera! ”’ 

| The B.-B. woman has quarrelled 


BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
Town 1x WINTER. 
Claridge’s, December 19. 
Dearest Dapune,—lI always think 





town is comfiest in the before-| with all her bear-leaders now, and is 
Christmas season, which is 4 par-)| trying to get along on her own, with 


ticularly lively one this year. I’ ve| woeful results! What do you think! 
been doing a simply frantic heap of| The creature is imitating me in a| 
shopping. You see, when you find a) most outrageous way. I hear she’s | 
really sweet thing, you’ re bound to|had the ‘‘ Valse Blanche’’ danced 
buy it, not only because you want at one of her horrid let-’em-all-come | 
it yourself, but to prevent anyone! parties. And as if that were not 
else from having it. Darling Pom- enough she’s actually using my 
pom, too, wanted everything new own, my very own scent, white chry- 
santhemum, ‘‘ Blanche Multimill ’’ 
brand, distilled for me, the sweetest, | 
| subtlest, faintest perfume, associated | 
a good deal utterly with me, so that when peo-| 
for charity, of course. If|ple become aware of it they say 
you do dance in town at this time |‘‘ Brancne is, or has been, here.’’ 
of year, it’s correct to dance in aid | And now I shall never be able to use 
of something. There was a very it again. How the creature got hold | 
cheery affair at the Grafton Galleries | of it I can’t imagine. I think of go- | 
the other night for the Horribly|ing to law with her about it. That | 
Afflicted. is a pleasure as yet untasted. What | 
I gave a big dinner for it, and | lovely frocks 1d wear in court, and | 
so did several others, including the | what smart things I'd say! 
BuLLyon-BouNDERMERE woman, who| Croppy Vavassor and Piccy DE 
brought on a weird crowd of un-|Lacy have been quite cool to me 
knowns, & propos de quoi Bosn | lately ; and about what d’you sup- 
TRESYLLYAN tells a little story. For| pose? My dear, it’s the funniest 
his sins, he was dancing with one of | thing! 
the weird unknowns, and, after start-| One evening down at Broadlands 
ing a few topics of chat and finding | we were rather hard up for something 
nobody at home, he tried the new! to play at, so we had a game of <‘ I 





motor-goggles to a manicure-set and 
sleeping-socks. 

People are dancing 
this week 








twig you by your nose.’’ A sheet 
was hung across the arch of the small 
white drawing-room, and a number 
of them were to put their noses 
through a slit in the sheet for their 
“friends in front’’ to guess at. 
Cropry put his nose through, and I 
called out, ‘* Piccy’s.’’ They ’ve 
both been on their hind-legs about 
it ever since. And the best of it is, 
my dearest, that there ’s nothing to 
choose between their noses; they 
both have what I should call funny 
noses, decidedly cheaply run up. 
But for the rest of the evening they 
were taking angry, furtive looks at 
each other’s profiles; and Croppy 
came to me to say in confidence: 
‘““Come now, Brancne! Honest 
Injun! You were paying me off 
some old score when you pretended 
to mistake my nose for that fellow’s, 
now weren’t you?’’ And a little 
later it was Piracy, with: ‘‘I say, 
you know, I don’t set up to have 
much of a nose; but I say, you 
know, it ’s a bit rough on me to have 
that fellow’s taken for mine! ’’ 

I was discussing the matter with 
Norty the other day, and he says 
you never really know what people 
are till you touch them (metaphori- 
cally speaking) on their noses, and 
that there ’s no feature about which 


more self-deception exists. He's 
quite a philosopher, that boy. 
Ever thine, BLANCHE. 
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THE ELF-KING’S CHRISTMAS-TREE. 


3UGLER mine,’’ said the Elfin King, 
‘* Blow me a flourish and make it swing. 
Up with your bugle, fill your cheeks, 
And blow, blow, blow till the music speaks, 
That all my people may bear it clear, 
And leave their places and hurry here. 
What ’s that you mutter? A bore? 
Pray what do you think I pay you for? 
Blow, you dog, till you crack or burst; 
Blow till you ‘ve fairly earned your thirst; 
I haven't prepared my Christmas-tree 
And loaded it only for you and me.’ 


A bore! 


Now the Bugler-Elf was a queer old fellow, 
Good at a grumble, 
And never humble, 
His cap was red and his cloak was yellow, 
And the emerald tunic he looked so fat in 
Was tastefully slashed with ruby satin. 
His shoes were green and his hose were white, 
And everything seemed a trifle tight. 


His bugle hung 
By his side and swung: 
And he took it, 
And eyed it, 
And shook it, 
And tried it, 
And then, and then 
He tried it again, 
And, puffing his purple cheeks, at last 
He set to work and he blew his blast. 


Oh, but it rang, 
And sweetly sang, 
And joyously welled 
From the source of sound; 
And pierced and shivered the walls of night 
Till it tumbled back from the hard-won height. 
And again it swelled 
As it echoed round, 
And then it rose, it rose, it rose, 
Searching the dark and cloudy hollows through, 
And ever louder, clearer, shriller blew, 
Till on one last long note it faded to its close. 


‘* Bravo! '’ said the King. ‘‘ Well done, my boy! *! 
But the bugler wasn’t the one for joy; 
He dropped his jubilant bugle down, 
And looked at the King with a fearful frown. 
‘“ My throat,’’ he observed, ‘‘ is parched and tickly; 
It's dry as the dust and very prickly, 
As if I had swallowed a full-grown thistle; 
I shan’t be well till I’ve wet my whistle.’’ 
And he rang the bell, and he roared out ‘‘ Wine! 
Let it be rich and rare and fine! ’’ 
So they brought him wine in a thimble cup, 
And ** Luck! "’ he grunted and drank it up. 
' 


But hark, hark, hark! The little folk are coming! 

The night is filled with a lively sort of humming. 
There ’s a patter, 
And a chatter, 
And a clatter, 

And the bugler frowns, but it doesn’t seem to matter; 

And the hum grows louder, 
And the King looks prouder, 
For the merry little elves 


They heard the bugle calling and they 're hurrying 


to see : 
His Majesty, their monarch, and the royal Christmas- 
tree. 


How they hurried! 
How they scurried! 
How they made their voices ring, 
As they thronged into the palace and were welcomed 
by the King. 
Though the Queen looked rather funky, if the term 
may be allowed; 
She had read of insurrections and she didn’t like a 
crowd. 
But the King, he shook his sceptre, 
And he kept her—yes, he kept her 
To do his lieges honour and to listen to their cheers, 
With her bodyguard to back her of the Elfin 
Grenadiers. 


When all were gathered the Christmas-tree 
Was lit by the King himself; 
It was loaded all over heavily 
With presents for every Elf. 
There were cakes and buns 
For the tiny ones; 
And dolls in prams and mechanical toys 
For all the gossamer girls and boys; 
And jewels rare 
For the Elfin fair ; 
And a pencil-case, or a fountain-pen, 
Or a walking-stick for the Elfin men. 
Everybody looked mighty pleasant, 
For nobody failed to get a present. 


And next the hall was cleared for dancers, 

And they all dashed in for the kitchen-lancers; 
They waltzed and they polked—but some sat out— 
And supped, and then with a loyal shout 

Took leave of their King, who still looked hearty, 
And so went home from their Christmas party. 


Rh. C. L. 





NUBLETS! 
Have you tried them ? 

The New Food on the New System! 
When you eat Nublets you lose your taste for all other 
foods ! 

Then you lose your taste for Nublets! 
THINK OF THE Savinc! 

Nublets 
In tins, bags and sacks. 

Sample tin free on receipt of 3/9 for postage. 
No Limerick Competitions. 

Just NUBLETs. 

To be obtained at all Respectable Grocers, Oil- 
merchants, and Picture-postcard Shops. 





A HvrRRICANE IN THE ATLANTIC: 
Hunpreps oF Acres UNDER WATER.’ 
The above headlines are culled from one of our senga- 
tional contemporaries. 





“Motor Cyclist (20) would like situation among motors, educated, 
smart, interested motors.”—The Motor Cycle. 
__ We hope he will get the company he wishes. Certainly, 
if we were looking for a situation among motors, we 





Have roused their loyal selves ; 





should like them to be educated, smart, and interested. 
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Thruster (to rival who has dismounted to open a gate) “I’LL JUST GO ON AND KEEP ’EM IN sicuT!” 











THE MOTOR AND THE MAN. 


[A Motor Show is a place where one can 
enjoy oneself at the least possible expense by 
trying all makes of cars and buyingnone. For 
the benefit of all those who intend on the next 
opportunity, thus to pull the leg, and trade upon 
the simplicity of the mere Salesman, we repro- 
duce the conversation which in our case took 
place at the first Stand. As we said all the 
good things ourself, the Salesman’s remarks 
may be well omitted.] 

‘“‘I Buy a car? Good heavens, 
man! But can you tell me where 
the Sunhard Stand is? . .. Yes, I 
know this is the Arier-Napex Stand; 
but can you tell me... ? I dare- 
say you are right. Very likely the 
Sunhard Car is no better than it 
should be. It may be a disgraceful 
affair— a wheel-barrow for all I 
know. I only want to see a friend 
at that Stand. Can you... ? Oh, 
well, if you must, you may show me 
as many cars as you like; but you ‘ll 
only be wasting your time. . 

@ car?’ 
the good of supposing? 
were it would probably be a ‘ Filot.’ 
7. . Yes, I said ‘ Filot,’ and I am 
very pleased to see how easily you re 
amused. ... No, I don’t think I 
should agree with your criticism of 
the ‘ Filot,” even if-I1 knew what a 
‘live axle’ was... Ah! as dan- 





Supposing 1 was going to buy|the Humsley man told me... ?}|. .. Ah, that is what you say! . 
But I am not; so what is|/Is he really? 


But if 1} 





gerous as all that? - . Well, I'll 
look if you want me to, but I am 
sure it’s useless, unless you think 
it will do the car any good to be 
looked at. ... So that’s a chain- 
drive, is it?... l’m sure I'm 
very pleased to meet it. ... Ah! 
as safe as all that? . . 

“No. I like the crease of your 
trousering, and I am sure you're a 
good fellow, but I know you're 
wrong there. I have it on the very 
best authority that water-cooled .. . 
Yes, perhaps it does seem absurd 
from that point of view, but I know 
that water-cooled ... Of course! the very thing that every man wants, 
your experience may be larger than! but only a few are lucky enough to 
mine... Very well, I may be find out.... Thanks.... Yes, 
wrong about the ‘ water,’ but I knew when one has got over the initial 
I was right about the ‘ cooled.’ outlay, the expense is practically 

“This car won a gold medal? nil. I shouldn't be surprised to hear 


'ness men > 77 Shall I get in first? 
Which is the soft pedal? ... This 
is certainly better than my old Van- 
guard; but what a noise! ... You 
don’t say so? I thought it was the 
i 

** No, really. I never eat. Well, 
if you insist, I might manage just 
a snack. ... Without prejudice, 
the time might come when I might 
take a car off you. . Thanks. 
- I said the ‘ time might come.’ 
You won't forget that, will you?... 
Thanks. ... As a matter of fact, 
I suppose the Arier-Napex is just 





Well, there's nothing wonderful that it actually puts money into one’s 
about that. The marmalade I eat’ pocket. ... No more champagne 
for breakfast has won four. . . .|for me, thanks. ... Yes, 1 think 


What, the only gold medal? Surely|1 ought to have a car of some sort. 


|No, not for me, thank you. Mind 
you, I only said ‘I thought.’ ... 
Oh, well! Just a small one, perhaps. 

No, look here, I can’t afford 


He looked such a 
straightforward sort of chap. 

** Well, 1 may, but I can’t pro- 
mise. I must look round a bit first. 





: I simply must. be allowed to|. ..- Really, I can’t. . No, my 
look round first. I insist on the|dear feHow, I simply can’t. 7. . 
Liberty of the Subject,.. .. Thanks|can’t ... can't. ... No, I say, 
very much, but I couldn’t spare the | look here >. 


time for a run now. ... We busi-| ‘‘ How shall I cross the cheque? ‘s 
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OUR PARISH WHIST DRIVE. 
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Old Lady (having played quite a dozen games), “‘ WHAT DO THEY MEAN, MY DEAR, WHEN THEY say TaumPs?” 











THE FLYING FRENCHMAN. 
[From the “ Daily Miracle” of Aug. 17, 1957.) 

Tue Flying Frenchman has again 
been seen. This apparition, we 
know, is scoffed at as taking the 
place of the sea-serpent, so famous 
with our forefathers, and we our- 
selves have not been guiltless of 
making merry at its expense. But 
a telephone message received from 
our Himalayan correspondent early 
this morning causes us to regard the 
Flying Frenchman more seriously. 

I have just had a remarkable in- 
terview (he ‘phones) with WiLuiAm 
BalLey, motor-man of the aeroplane 
Gnat, which has been cruising among 
the mountains for a week or two. He 
declares emphatically that three 
nights ago he saw the Flying French- 
man. ‘It was about 10 p.m.,’’ he 
told me. ‘‘ I had stopped the motor 
to fit a fresh aluminium feather in 
the port wing, and we were floating 
with the breeze above Mount Everest. 


— 


The moon was hidden by a mist, but 


the night was not perfectly dark. On| 


looking up from my work I dis- 
cerned the form of one of the earliest 
patterns of airships rapidly approach- 
ing. In less than a minute, in the 
rays of our beak binnacle, I could 
see distinctly the huge cigar-shaped 
gas-bag, and beneath it the curious 
old-fashioned framework and plat- 
form bearing shattered mavhinery 
and broken metal, all thickly en- 
crusted with rust. 
I saw the letters... A .. TRI. . 

I had often heard from other fliers 
of the Flying Frenchman, but I had 
called it an old wives’ tale. I shall 
call it that no more, for with my 
own eyes I have seen the ghostly 
thing. 
sign of life was aframe it, yet it shot 
by on our starboard wing at some 
thirty miles an hour, against the 
wind. As it passed an icy chill 
came over me and paralysed my 


On the gas-bag | 


| tion, 


Its propellers were still, no| 


have spoken since.’’ A comment 
upon WILLIAM Baitey’s story is sup- 
plied by an old man in our employ 
as a commissionaire, who informs us 
that he recollects quite clearly that 
many years ago, when he was a 
small boy, a French airship named 
La Patrie broke loose from its moor- 
ings and flew away; and after being 
seen on several occasions in Ireland 
and in Scotland disappeared into the 
clouds. 

We give the story for what it is 
worth. In our 6.30 edition will 
appear coloured pictures of WILLIAM 
Bartey, the Gnat, and the appari- 
all from sketches wired this 
morning by a native Himalayan 
artist. On going to press we learn 
that the intrepid young traveller, 
Mr. Witt M. Looxyovu—a grandson, 
we believe. of a famous explorer of 
the early years of the present century 
— is fitting out an expedition to try to 


| settle once for all the mystery of the 
tongue, These are the first words | Flying Frenchman, 
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‘ ALIEN CHEER. 


Jous But (dolefully). “O THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND!” | 
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BEATEN OUT OF THE FIELD. 


ToraL eciirse or Mars sy VENUS, AS SEEN NEAR WELLINGTON Barracks, Dec, 1907. 











PY my Rome 





THE TRUTH. 


[It is reporied that Georce WasuincTos, in his later years, was prosecuted for making a false property return.] 


Ir there ever was a name 
Of unpalatable fame 
To the legions of our Anglo-Saxon youth, 
’Tis of him that rose to glory 
As the hero of the story 
Of the Little Boy that always told the Truth. 


It is said that when his sire 
In a fit of petty ire 

Had accused the lad of whittling at a tree 
That was damaged in his orchard 
(Tho’ a very simple scorcher 'd 

Have instinctively occurred to you and me) 


He did not inform his dad 
That he hadn’t (when he had), 
But he owned the soft impeachment with a sigh, 
And explained his indiscretion— 
Not the act, but the confession— 
By the statement that he “‘ couldn’t tell a lie.’’ 


And that tale has been imprest 
On the baby at the breast, 
It has been a source of trouble to the weans; 
We were taught it by our pastors 
And our governors and masters 


And our parents from our teething to our teens. 





It has never once occurred 
That we only had his word 
For the statement; and, to give the boy his due, 
He had never said he wouldn't 
If he could, but that he couldn't, 


Which was nothing much, assuming it were true; 


But they diligently cracked 
Up that Specialist in Fact, 
And laboriously rammed him down the gorge, 
Till we really felt a bias 
For the human ANanias, 
As a foil to the insufferable Grorce. 


Sut the stuffing ’s knocked at last 
From that phantom of the past, 
And a sweet and blessed thing it is to learn 
That that holy little terror 
Was convicted of an error 
(By the Jury) in his property return! 


And the teacher of the child 
Will in future draw it mild, 
For we know that if the lad did not deny 
His offence by saying, ‘‘ No, Pa! ”’ 
It was probably a fauz pas, 
And the statement that he couldn’t was a lie. 
Dum-Dom. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’'s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


Mrs. Humpnurey Warp has achieved the distinction 
of writing a tiresome book. To be precise, she has de- 
liberately revived a saddening memory since Milly and 
Olly (Fisuer Unwin) was first published in 1881. ‘“‘A 
Story for Children ’’ it is called, and was originally de- 
signed for the edification of the family circle of Fox 
How. As Mr. Barrie witnesses, there is nothing more 
delightful than a good book about children. There 
are few things more difficult to write. Milly and 
Olly is—one can’t say are—chiefly made up of 
the pert prattle of children. It is of the kind an artful 
nursemaid might retail for the admiration of a fond 
mother, the mother in turn repeating the masterpieces 
to the fatuous father home from his day’s work. Hoping 
for the best, I honestly read the book through, and came 
vpon nothing better than this:—‘‘‘ Why don’t we 
always get up at five o'clock, father?’ asked OLLy. 





millionaire (from whom she borrows money). B. finds 
out and jilts her. Then ske inherits a fortune too late 
to help her... Can she claim damages (for waste of 
sympathy), or not? You see, if Eleanor (A.) had only 
accepted Mr. Harding (C.), who had a heart, as well as 
a purse, of the fashionable metal, she could have 
snapped her fingers at: Major, Mortimer (B.), who, by 
the way, is a bit of a flirt himself. The story doesn’t 
move very far from Bond Street, but the heroine’s 
emotional struggle is well sustained, and ‘‘ Bak ’’ keeps 
us going forward without time for breathing until the 
crash occurs. 





Everyone whose interest in Paris extends beyond the 
Boulevards and the restaurants and the Champs Elysées 
knows that wonderful museum in the house that once 
was Madame de Sévigné’s—the Carnavelet—a treasury 
of Parisian history, where the whole pageant may be 
followed in picture and relic. The director is M. 
Georce Carn, and M. Georce Carn naturally knows 
more about old Paris and loves it with a deeper love 





‘Isn't it nice and 
funny?’ ‘ Very,’ said 


than any living man. 
Some of this tender- 





Mr. Norton. ‘* Still, I 
imagine, Ouy, if you 
had to get up every day 
at five o'clock you 
might think it funny, 
but I'm sure you 
wouldn't always think 
it nice.” ‘Oh! I’m 
sure we should,’ said 
Outy seriously.’ "’ And 
so on through pages. 








Valerie Upton (Con- 
STABLE), by ANNE 
DovuGLaAs SEDGWICK, is 
a remarkable study of 
the clash of tempera- 
ments. There is little 
action beyond that 
which goes to the 
formation of character. 
These developments are 
natural for the most 








Wuy 1s IT THAT A PERFORMANCE 
OF THIS KIND, SEEN ON A MUSIO-HALL 
STAGE, SEEMS TOO TRIVIAL TO MAKE 
ANY REMARK ON— 





ness ,and affection he 
puts from time to time 
into a book, and 
another of these is now 
offered to English 
readers under the title 
Nooks and Corners of 
Old Paris (E. Grant 
Ricuarps), with all its 
myriad illustrations. If 
only it were pocketable 
it would be the most 
interesting companion 
imaginable as one ex- 
plores this ancient 











faubourg and that; but 


6Ee mother 





LIFE’S LITTLE ANOMALIES. 


alas, like Hans Breit- 

mann’s partner at the 
Psa a 

WSILE A SIMPLE LITTLE FEAT LIKE barty, it weighs pout 

THIS, DONE BY YOURSELF, AT HOME, dree hondred pound,’ 

SEEMS QUITE CREDITABLE? and would need a taxi- 

meter cab to carry it. 








part, but it is difficult to believe that the odiously 
self-righteous Imogen (Who reminds one of the 
heroine of The Helpmete, that brilliant novel against 
which Lady Ropert Ceci has lately directed a 
rather unwarrantable and disingenyous attack) could 
ever actually have displaced her delightful mother in 
the affections of a man so mature and of so fixed a habit 
of life as Sir Basil. On the other hand, the shifting of 
the younger man’s devotion in what Mr. Henry James 
would call ‘‘an opposite sense,’’ from daughter to 
mother, is clearly inevitable. The author of Valerie 
Upton has high literary gifts and a very nice perception 
of differences in character, both individual and national. 
I sincerely commend her book to readers who care for 
the finer kind of work that can well afford to be 
independent of sensational attractions. 





Outrageous Fortune, by ‘‘ Bak’’ (HEINEMANN), ought 
to have a big question-mark after the title. It presents 
a pretty problem for the ‘‘ Love and Courtship ’’ page 
of a ladies’ journal. Thus: A. is a widow, rather 
extravagant: she is engaged to B., who is also her 
executor and guardian: she gets into debt and doesn’t 
tell him, but refuses to marry C., g highly eligible 





Yet why not employ a 
taximeter in this way? Not the least attractive part 
of the book is the charming Introduction by VicTorteN 
Sarpov, who seems to know Paris very much as Mr. 
Samuel Weller knew London. 





I used to think that that school had achieved a 
record in nicknomenclature which evolved Nails from 
Anthony. Anthony—Tony—Toenails—Nails were the 
steps. But Mr. Desmonp Coke has a good many nick- 
names quite as ingenious in his book The House Prefect 
(Henry Frowpe and Hopper anp Stovucuton). Brere- 
ton—Brer—Brer Rabbit—Rabbit—Bunny is one. This 
true presentment of a small part of that great pervading 
irresponsibility which is the yeast of schoolboy life is 
one of several things that make the book interesting. 
But apart from such subtleties—whose analysis is rather 
for Old Boys than present ones—there is a good story 
which will be just the thing to ensure a few quiet 
hours during the holidays. And in the following term 
schoolmasters will have to keep their eyes open. 





A thin paper edition of The Westcotes, by Mr. 
QuitteR-Coucn, is being advertised. What we rather 
want just now is thick Westcotes. 
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\ HEN the fine morning came at last, Mr. Puncu whistled to Tony, and set forth to view his kingdom. Much of it 
was under water; but, keeping as far as possible to the dry portions, the Sage walked along briskly, and as he 
walked his thoughts wandered over the events of the past half-year. 

“ And what strikes me most,” he said to Tony, “is the number of anomalies which have revealed themselves of late 
to the student of affairs.” 

Tony, doubtful of the meaning of the word “anomalies,” barked a query. 

“For instance,” explained Mr. Poncn, “cattle-driving, which must from all accounts be a delightful sport, is 
(apparently) legal in Ireland; and yet the Englishman, the Welshman, and the Scotsman have this recreation absolutely 
denied to them. The Suffragist, taking occasion by the hand, explains (doubtless with warrant) that she is not subject to 
the man-made laws of a man-made magistrate ; yet, when burglars break into her house, she will not hesitate to call in the 
man-made policeman. Nay, she will even supplicate his stalwart arm to enable her to cross the road safely. ‘The Socialist, 
again, talks with eloquence of the rights of the working man; but for some reason appears to make a distinction between 
the man who works with his hands and the man who works with his brain. The latter is allowed no grievance. You 
never, for instance, hear a Socialist stand up for the Editor of The Times against that bloated capitalist the Proprietor.” 

The bitterness of this last reflection filled the Sage’s mind forawhile. ‘Tony, too, seemed affected by the sadness of it. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Puncn at last, “what we want is men who can see life steadily and see it whole—men who will 
think clearly, who look onwards and upwards toward-——” 

At this moment, as if in answer to the Sage’s wish, two men appeared. One of them, if not looking onwards, was 
certainly looking upwards; he seemed, indeed, as if he could not look anywhere else. The other, it was equally clear, 
was thinking deeply. His left hand beat the air as if in time to his thoughts. 

“The men themselves,” said Mr. Poncu, eagerly. ‘‘ Their faces, indeed, seem to lack intellect, but doubtless this 
is only a form of our national impassivity.” 

At the sound of a voice the two strangers halted. The Thinker stopped beating time, and the Watcher, witb a 
great effort, brought his head down to the ordinary level. They both looked at Mr. Puncu. 

“The very man,” they said together. “ He shall decide.” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Puxcn, with a bow, “I am very much at your service. What have I to decide?” 

“Between us,” said the Thinker. ‘“ Upon the scroll of fame which of us has the right to the premier place?” 

“ But I must first know something about you. You, I take it,” he said to the Thinker, “are a philosopher, quietly 
at work in your study upon problems which may change profoundly the whole current of the world’s thought. You,” he 
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said to the other, “are no doubt a statesman. With your hand upon the helm you will guide the national barque into 
safe waters. Now, between Philosophy and Statesmanship——” 

“Excuse me,” said the Thinker, hauglitily, ‘“‘ I am the All England Limerick Champion.” 

I,” said the Watcher disdainfally, “am the World’s Diabolo Champivn.” 

Mr. Puwen coughed to hide his confusien. 

“1T--I beg your pardon,” he said. ‘“‘ Of course, of course. -Tosy, we-had better go home.” 

“IT don’t want to boast,’ said the Watcher, “ but facts are facts. I have caught it-over ten thousand times 
| consecutively. As a feat of endurance alone——” 

“Talking about feet of endurance, what about these? ‘He was green, but he took it as read.’ Red, the colour, 
you know. Now that line will live. Taking each word as a foot, which is much the simplest way, you have nine feet of 
endurance. Rather good joke that—eh? I shouldn't wonder if you were to sce it in my next.” 

“T have done it one liundred times in the minute,” said the Watcher. 

“T have earned one hundred pounds in a minute,” said the other triumphantly. “And, after all, money’s 
the thing.” 

“ T could almost play in my sleep—— 

“ Well, I simply think in rhyme now, when I’m doing a last line. Rhyme, line—why, there ’s another one.” 
‘T can do it with one hand,” said the Watcher, 

ra always do it with one hand,” said the Thinker with a grin. $= 

“Tf you think that’s funny ’ 

* Of course you couldn't be expected'to sce a joke.” 

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said Mr. Puxcu, “‘ please remember‘that I am the arbitrator.” 

“Well?” 

“ Well,” said the Sage cautiously, “there is an ideal state which we all strive to reach—Mens sana in ¢ sano; 
but if we cannot have both it is something to have one. Now, I think that even this gentleman’s game might tend to 
produce the corpus sanum so much to be desired; and no doubt, in the other gentleman’s pastime may be observed 
| traces of that mens sana without which——” 

“Tt’s mens insana,” said the Watcher; who knew that much Latin. 

The Thinker started angrily. Mr. Ponca hastily intervened. 

“One moment,” he said’ “I was about to add that if you both wished for that healthy mind which of itself 
|creates a healthy body x 
“T do,” said the Watcher eagerly. ‘“ You know, I read more than that chap thinks. I’ve finished Manrcet’s How 
to play Diabolo, and a 

“As a matter of fact,” said the Thinker, “since I took to filling in postal orders my right wrist has developed a 
suppleness inferior only to that of Ransirspusi’s.” 

“ Excellent,” said Mr. Puxcu. “I have the very thing for you both.” And without more ado he presented to the 
rivals, thus reconciling their differences, a splendid gift in common. It was no other than his 
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